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"A CAROL OF BIRDS " AND OTHER POEMS. 

BY NOKA HOPPER. 

A CAEOL OF BIKDS. 

Little Christ in the winter 
Opened first His eyes ; 
Saw a star above His bed, 
Shining near His mother's head ; 

Saw the frosty skies 
Full of angels, singing slow, 
Singing low 
Lullabies. 

Little Christ in the summer 

Made a pretty play, ' 
Shaping doves and sparrows 

Out of wetted clay ; 
Bade each lift a living wing 
In the sunshine, preen and sing, 
Gladdening 

Soar and fly away. 

Little Christ in the autumn, 

With the passing birds, 
Sang a song of wondering 
Sweet beyond all musicking 

Holpen out with words. 
Leading with a quiet pace 
To the trodden drinking-place 

The day-weary herds. 

Little Christ in the spring-time 
Found a rained nest, 



" A CAROL OF BIRDS " AND OTHER POEMS. 

And so sweet a prayer He prayed 
That the gentle Father bade 
A dead robin live again, 
That her cold eggs might be made 
Singing creatures free and fain, 
Unafraid. 

Little Christ a-sleeping 

Fell and dreamed a dream. 

Birds of feather and of clay 

At the dying of the day 
Came and sang to Him. 

Sparrows chirped a merry note, 

But one mother-robin's throat 

Shrilled of death and holy rood. 

Was it ill or was it good, 
Such a dream ? 



THE FAERY FOOL. 
If Fm the Faery fool, Dalua — 

Ay me, the Faery fool ! 
How do I know what the rushes say, 
Sighing and shuddering all the day 

Over their shadowy pool ? 
How do I know what the North Wind cries 

Herding his flocks of snow ? 
The menace that lies in the Hunter's eyes 

How do I know ? 

If I'm the Faery fool, Dalua— 

Ay me, the Faery fool ! 
I cry to them that sent me here 
To laugh and jest, to geek and fleer, 

To scorn at law and rule : 
" Why did ye also give to me 
Beauty and peace to know, 
The ears to hear and the eyes to see 

And the hands that lei all go ? " 

I cry to them that bade me jest : 
" Why made ye me so slight, 



